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AN 
| EPESS EE 


Jo the EcGxtctovus 


r Ouchſafe, diſtinguiſh d Poet, to excuſe 


75 : This bold Excurſion of an artleſs Muſe; 
2 Deſcend her Virgin Labour to beguile 
With thy peculiar Grace, a ghaſtly Smile; 
Thus chear d, her plain inelegaut Addreſs 
Shall in juſt Strokes thy wondrous Parts expreſs. 


Thy 


[ 4] 


Thy Venom's Taint our * Add; fon would damn, 
And ſtain with Virulence the faireſt Fame: 
Coward! inſult thy Patron when deceas'd! 
Whom living both thy Hopes and Fears careſsd 
Sure Falſtaff mult to thee his Soul bequeath, 


Who killed the gallant Piercy — after Death. 


How rank that Mind, how keen his inborn Hate, 
Whom God. like Benefits exaſperate 
Great Chandois Stream of Bounty flow d too high, 
And T Sappho's Crime was Generofty: 
Changois, high Soul, forgets as he beſtows; 
In Sappho Wit with Beauties Radiance glows. 


The ſame mean Soul which late burleſqu'd his 
Grace : 
No tawns in ſtale, inſipid common Place; 


Licks 


* Pope's Satire on Mr. Addiſon. 
+ This Lady aſſiſted Pope in his Subſcription, 
** Pope's Epiſtle to Lord Cobham. 


| (54 


Licks up his Von it. and with forc'd Addreſs | 
The Brute who ſnarl'd before, wou'd make his 
Peace; 


A 


The Cudgels Strokes ſhou'd cure thee of thy Sneer, 
Th ambiguous Air, and the divided Leer: 

The T houghts 10 new, the Language is ſo fine! 
The moral Strains like Popiſh Legends ſhine! 

The Piece as well the promis d Task performs, 

As Moore's Specifick Powder cures the Worms. 


Mailce itſelf! all Good to thee is Ill, 
_ Heav'n's Grace but irritates th' infernal Will. 
Were each, whom thy baſe Satyr bas accus'd, 
And in the tend'reſt Part, their Fame abus d. 
| Indulg'd the common Mercy of the Law,  - 
|  And/ſhou'd of their IndiQments Copies draw;! ; 
Thou Murderer of Men's Fame, the Pillory 


With thy Friend Curl, woud ſuon diſtinguiſn thee. 


Some five Years ſince Stupidity and Spleemm 
Were, cloſely join d in Loves Embrace feen; 944 
A B „p , 
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Thus did their Parts the lovely Parents club, 

But ſpawn'd before the Time, the Babe call'd Gras; 
In ev'ry Feature the ſweet Offspring proves 
The genuine Iſſue of the Parents Loves; 

Tho' ſome miſtaken Judgments ſwear 'twas got 
By ſome Dutch Bougre on a Hotentot : 

One Day in ſev'n the precious Monſter's thown, 
To feaſt the Paſſion of the curious Town; 

This Infant, two Diſeaſes moſt uncivil 

Plagu'd from its Birth, the Rickets and the Evil; 
The Parents Hope already's in his Wane, 

Weak are his Nerves and bloated is his Brain. 
But I digreſs; to Pope alone belong, 

All the Devoirs of this ſubmiſſive Song. 
Ingratitude's;foul Eſſence Pope may boaſt, __ 
His NGO an the Fiende Reſentment moſt. 


2 44 


85 Ey a own, thou liv'ſt among the Great; N 


2 ues, thus, with Gr ectan' ' Hers Oe ſate, — iy - fil 92 
A Foil to Men, - a true Buffon in State. 
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With Sheffield and Roſcommon claim d the Prize, 


it as his own: This Fa is well known, and mentioned by the Gentlemen of Shropſhire with 
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Arm'd with Ingratitude as triple Steel 


— con Pct Econ AE 4 c — 


Know --- Tho thy Soul no gen rous Touchcan feel, 


. 
n — . ¶ ttt ASs 


The Town's Subſcription is but Charity, 
And meets a Felon-like Return from Thee. | 


Profuſe Indulgence rais'd the abjed Seed, | 
Meer Contribution rear d the Dunghill Weed ; 
Dunghill, whoſe Exhalations mount impure _ 
The Genial Sun, which raisd em, to obſcure. 


If theſe Reflections ſhould be thought too keen, | 
In Juſtice to thy Works we'll change the Scene ; il 
Thy Merits as an Author ſhall be ſhown, © 
An Author by Reflection — like the Moon. | 
* The firſt gay Colours which thy Muſe afſum'd, © 
Were falſe--- the Jay in Peacock's Beauties plum d: 
This Work, tis true, was nervous, learn d, polite, 
The Sound an artful Comment to the Wit; 


And juſtly too - the P iece Was WirrenggLEVYS. 
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Next 
Art of Criticiſna — Mr. NMiteberley ſent it to Pope to reviſe, upon which Pope publiſhed 
great Indignation. 


„„ 
Next we behold a verſifying Mill 
Forging a Model baſe of Cooper s-Hi1l *. 
In thy Locks Rape indignant Readers ſee 
The borrow'd Form of Garth's Diſpenſary. 
Thy blind lame Muſe in + Hell gropes out her 
Way, TY 9b 
| Aiming at Davoev's St. Cecilia. 
But ſhe in Heav'n has fix d her deſtin'd Seat, 
« While thine juſt crawls upon Poetic Feet. 
A Path untrod thy daſtard Mule diſmays, 
Poor Imitation is thy beſt of Praiſe; 
Thy bold Adventures are but Second-Hand, 
Were none to lead, Thy Wit is at a Stand. 
Humer appears the Lyon in Diſgrace ; 
His Regal Grandeur mimick d by an Ass: 
If to this Work thy Nerves unequal found. 
Bend with the Maſſive Solid to the Grouidd 
Broome 


Miudſor Foreſt. + Orpheus and Euridire. 
j WITTY enn 


> 19 2 1 | 2 * # 
' , 4 . : - — 
4 4 . % + 18 , «, 75 1 4 11 2 2 2 41 1 3 
* 5 9480 - T Gy? * #6 7 ; 63750 $41 £73 ; _ " EE. 
19889 ” ww 11 gf fm „ LEE. a 


1 7 „ 
* 


- 119754 4 


91 
Broome like an Atlas can Aſſiſtance lend, 
While thou maintain'ſt thy Ground by Wit-enſu- 
ring Friend. 

Thou undertakft, * th' Odyſſy, doſt not write; 
Pope Jobs imaginary Stock -— a Bite. . 
If Fools preſume to cenſure this as mean, 
Run Oer thy Beads, and lick thy Conſcience clean. 

See Shakeſpear's injur d Ghoſt i in Judgment riſe. 
And breaths Revenge for vile Indignities; 
With Arx by his Side in juſt Diſdain 
He calls to 7ibbald in a mournful Strain 
Oh reſcue and reſtore my genuine Sence, 
Debauch'd by Ignorance and Impudence ; 
Aſſert thy SHAKESPEAR'S native Dignity, 
My reflleſs Ghoſt cries out --- | ReMeMBeR ME: 
Two Princely Poets impious Pope has ſtain d. 
Two regal Wits his Rebel Pen prophan d; 
May he be doom'd to torturing Fires a Prey, 
Till the foul Crime be burnt and purg'd away. 


Cc With 


In his Propoſals he made Uſe of the Expreſſion Undertaken by A. Pope, and by this poor 
Fallacy deceived | his Subſcribers, + Words in Hamlet. 
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[ 10 } 
With labo rd Spleen the Dunciad next appears, 


An Alexandrine of fix tedious Years; 


A Dunciad's Traſh an Jliads Time avows, 
The Mountain 1s deliver'd of a Mouſe. 
Behold the Wit of this diſtemper'd Page, 
Divide the Poets Learning from his Rage; 


80 ſtrong thy Tides of bilious Juices roll, 


They lick up all the ** Phil of thy Soul: 
Hail learned Bard! in this Hiſtoric Line 


How bright the Poet and the Scholar ſhine! 
Th Inſcription of the Soul's + -*/Bh 


Was fix d upon the 7heban 
And will require thy Chronologic Skill, 


brary; 


A Gap of near one Thouſand Years to fill. 


How Time and Pains are loſt to envious Men, 
Who cannot deviate into Right for Spleen! 
Mechanic Wretch! aſſume thy Father's Trade, 
Thy Sire could make a Har *, but not a Head. 
| | Heredi- 


** A Verſe in the Dunciad. 
There is almoſt as great a Blunder in the Index, where Omar is called 3 of the 
Turks, whereas there was no Turkiſþ Empire ſeveral Hundred Years after his Time. 

+ Kana Father was a Haberdaſher of Hats. 


[IT ] 

Hereditary Craft! how apt t expreſs _ 
Thy Genius, turn'd to furbiſh up and dreſs! 

Thy Breeding well befits thy Learning's Vein; 
Thy Muſe* obſcene was nurs'd in Drury-Lane; 
But ſtrip her of her tawdry Tinſel Gown, 
Naked ſhe ſtands, a Slattern of the Town. 
Thy awkward Satire's always in the Wrong; 
Some are below the Dignity of a Song, 
Others above thy Sting; their Innocence 
Blunts the weak Point of thy envenom'd Sence. 

Strange that Mankind by N ature ſhou'd be Foes 
7 o one poor wretched Animals Repoſe! 
By their Purſuit of Quiet hes undone, 
They kill his Peace, when ſtudious of their own. 

With thee each Muſe is languid and ſupine; 
What bur infernal Malice quickens thine? 
Where ſhall we find thy Pack-horſe jingling Rhime 
its compar d to Welſted's true Sublime? 

Thy 
ger the filthy Expreſſions of the Dunciad. 


+ See Mr. Jeifted's Ode on the Duke of Marlborough's laſt Sicknoſs 
| | 
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[ 12] 

Thy half-ſtrain'd Learning and thy Senſe oblique 
Inſtead of Objects weak, the Solid ſtrike. 

Did ever ſenſeleſs Satyriſt, but Thee, 
Diſplay his Venom on Mens Poverty? 
Thou nothing but a Sound, what canſt chou boaſt 
Were but thy chyming Troll of Numbers loſt? 

Thou once club'ſt Nonſence for * dramatic Stuff, 
And there thy Folly met a juſt Rebuff; 
Th indignant Town cou'd eaſily divine 
The Grain of Mit was Gays, the Maſs of Scandal 

thine. 

With this thy Part with Swift is g of a Piece, 
The Modeſty the ſame, the ſame Fineſſe; 
Amazing! Pope and Swift in League combine ! 


But we can well divide his Senſe from thine ; 
The Town was taught by this ingenious Plan, 

The Monkey to diſtinguiſh from the Man: 

Intenſely glows Sus lively-brilliant Page, 


The Splendor of his Country, and his Age; 


Suit 


A Comedy called Three Hours after Marriage, wrote by Gay and Pope, and damned the 
firſt Night. 


1 
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Swiſt has Wit, Learning, and Humanity; 

And forms an hum'rous Contraſt join d with thee. 
IT he next Farce Scene a Raree-Show affords, 

It gives us Pope and Horace meaſuring Swords; 
Our Poet now become an Errant-Knight, 12 
May combat Windmills with a Quixots Might; 
The Chief emblazon'd by this gallant Strife; 
Shall een make good his Words, and take a Wife: 15 
To his own Kind the Warrior ſhall make Love, 


If his own Kind in Nature he can prove. 


Behold that wond'rous Face and Shape com- 
bind, PY 216 8 | | 
With conſcious Lovelineſs * inſult Mankind; 


Shews his own Picture, in Burleſque a Lord, 
And ſtands a matchleſs Monſter on Record. 
That Shape expreſſing thy diſtorted Mind 
Of old, for Pagan Worſhip well deſign d. 
Had in Egyptian Temples ſtood enſhrin d. = 
| | D Uuadſt 


Dunciad inſulting the Deformities of others. 
I Pope ordered ſeveral Pictures and Buſts of himſelf, in which he would have been repre- 
ſented as a comely Perſon: But Mr. Rysbrack ſcorning to proftitute his Art, made a Buſt ſo 
like him, that Pope returned it without paying for it. 2 
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Hadſt thou been vr in Sparta's well poix' 
State, 
Thy Carcaſs foul had met an early Fate; 
The Mother in ſome Ditch had caſt away 
Her Offspring vile to Birds and Beaſts a Prey: 
But thou fam'd Bard, reſerv'd for happier Climes, 
Stretch'd to a Pigmy, now correct ſt the Times; 
Of injur d Innocence aſſerts the Cauſe, 
And mak'ſt thoſe tremble, who eſcape the Laws, 
Impregnable thy ſelf; except that Place 
Thy Mother held to dip her Babe of Grace. 
That Place thy Back - too feeble yet to ſtand | 
Thoſe wholeſome Stripes thy precious Works de- 
mand. 
Mankind's Delight inverted-— 
In vain extenſive Nature we ſurvey, 
To find a curious Parallel to Thee; 
Terreſtial Scenes a Simile deny, 


None but infernal Realms this Want ſupply. 


In 


LN 
In Hell, ſelf-roll'd the Serpent Envy lies 


Darting eternal Hatred from her Eyes, 
Of atrous Bile a dun Complexion wears, 
And ſelfrormented her own Vitals tares; 
There hugs her horrid Soul, forlorn, alone, 
Exempt from ev'ry Torture but her own; 
Others Diſtreſs ſuſpends the Furies Pains, | 
And there thy kindred Fiend in damn'd Enjoyment 
reigns. 

Ev'n Felton was a juſter Man than Pope. 

The murderer own'd the Fact, and claim'd the 


9 — k — 


Rope: 
Stab in the Dark, and the baſe Wound diſown! 
A more diſtinguiſh'd Fate ſhou'd Fame's Aſaſſin 
crown. 
'Tis ſtrange that none in Self: defence were found 
Inſtant to crufh this Scorpion on the Wound: 
Were but thy Genius equal to thy Spleen, 
The World wor'd fhrink ae thy prolific Pen; 
Each Day wou'd teem with Quinteſſence of Evil, 
And tortur'd Nature feel a Human Devil. "2 
|  Methinks 


[ 16 ] 


Methinks I hear this common Enemy 
Vent his dark Thoughts in curſt Soliloquy. 


Since Heav'n has form d my Body thus, in Spite 
Let Hell make crook d my Soul to anſwer it 5 
Were I but abſoluto one precious Hour, 
Dereſted Man ſhoes; groan beneath my Power; 
Torments and Plagues alone I wou'd diſpenſe, 
Naught ſhould precede me but the Peſtilence, 
With ardent Vows Id cloſe my ſhort-liv'd en 


Jo fix the Dogs immortal in their Pain. 


Now, Monſter, put in Force thy; ſtated Rule, - 


Which dooms thy Foes to ſacred Ridicule : 


If this Addreſs ſhould not extort from thee 
Thy promis'd Boon of Immortality; 


1 ſecond Stroke ſhall finiſh my Deſign, 


Retouch thy Figure, and the Work retine ; 

To frighted Nature ſhall thy Form be ſhown, 

And lie embalm'd in Satire — not thy owns. 
POSTSCRIPT. 


Wy 


POSTSCRIPT. 


I theſe known Truths ſhou'd urge thy little 
Soul I 
Aſperſions to retaliate falſe or foul, 
Remember Buttons Rod in Pickle lies, 

As heretofore, thy Malice to chaſtiſe: 

I won't attempt to laſh Thee into Greek, 

That Task wou'd beſt thy Pedagogue beſpeak ; 
But I wou'd drain, ſince other Methods fail, 

To mend thy Heart, ſome Venom from thy Tail. 


Mr. Phillips Author of the Diſtreſſed Mother, having been abuſed by Pope, hung a Red 
over the Chimney at Button's Coffee-Houſe, and declared he would take down our little Poet's 
Breeches and whip him in Publick, the next Time he caught him there which obliged 
Pope to leave the Houſe. | 
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